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decided. One man's evidence against another's. Yes, it was
cleverly thought out, but I forgot it wasn't English law I was up
against but the Code Napoleon, that antiquated cruel system without
habeas corpus and the prisoner guilty till proved innocent. "There are
five witnesses that you spoke of those two." "It isn't true," I
doggedly said.
Then he read out the soldier's evidence. It was, like its author,
a nasty piece of work. The man's name was Van der Bock: I'm glad
it wasn't a French name. In his statement he said that the passage
about General de Gaulle was said to all of them. He was called in,
and we were confronted and he upheld what he said, and I did the
same. There was one question of mine that nettled him. I asked
what language we were speaking at the time, and he said we had
spoken in English. So I pounced on him and said I would bet the
wounded didn't speak English, and that could easily be proved.
So he changed his statement: I had said it to him in English and not
to the wounded. I felt I had scored a point, but the secretary wasn't
impressed. I was: die result of having read the lives of Marshall
Hall and Lord Carson.
When we were alone the secretary told me that in the afternoon
I would be confronted with the wounded, and it would depend on
their evidence whether I would be released or handed over to the
military authorities. I was led back to the cell. The jailer bought
cigarettes for me: I did a lot of smoking and the Italians smoked
with me, and now there were only we three and the girlies left.
In the early afternoon the warder came to the peephole and told
the tall Italian that his wife and children were outside and had asked
if he was still there. The man got hysterical. He broke down, he
wept, and begged the warder, with his hands clasped as in prayer,
to let them see him just for a moment. The warder said that was
impossible and asked if he had any message for them. He tried to
speak, but his sobs kept his words back and his mouth opened and of
words there were none. Bored, the Corsican jailer went away.
The Italian remained on his back, gasping and weeping. His com-
panion sat and stared at the wall.
Though I had plenty of other things to think about, I went to the
weeping man and did my best to calm him. This world, this death,
couldn't last. God wouldn't let it. England would win the war,
then everything would be fine again. He calmed down and grabbed
my hand and held it and I felt self-conscious. After a while he
whispered to me, "There isn't any decency left, is there? Men arc
worse than beasts, isn't it so?"
Then he smoked and said he wished he could leave for the